CHAPTER XXIV
Golly Consults the Faculty
AS WE WERE going down Red Cow Lane a band of
small boys came along drumming on empty tins.
" Where are yez going with the band ?" some larger
corner boys inquired. Instantaneously came the
answer: " To play yer old fellows out of jail."
How biting is the wit of the kindly Irish, with its
assumptions of scandal and hardship for a background 1
I much preferred BirrelPs more genial British cynicism.
When we arrived Golly was in a profoundly
mysterious consultation with Barney and Weary. We
were sorry to break it, but I had to introduce Birrell.
This was done accordingly. Mr. Golly with a gesture
of hospitality pushed a basket of dry toast and biscuits
towards his last acquaintance. " Sod the lark with
that, till I get you a ball of malt." It was the height
of Mr. Golly's hospitality since the morning that the
drinks, immediately after his secondes nocesy were " on
the house."
The   metaphor   took   my   fancy.    The   lark   ap-
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